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KILLED IN ACTION” 


THE TRUTH ABOUT DEATH 

THE scene is one of the greater battle-fields. Im¬ 
mense numbers of men are engaged on either side. 
Hell rages in the air. from the air. in the hills and in 
the valleys and plains. The atmosphere is solid with 
explosion and impact, and fury sweeps over the sur¬ 
face like a black miasma. Masses of human beings 
have become welded into solid avalanches, hardening 
slowly one against another. Individuality has been 
pressed into the service of a collective power and 
purpose, and for the term of the battle there is a 
sense of loss of identity, of moving to an Event may¬ 
be Divine, but not far-off—immediate, over-bearing, 
overwhelming. Instead of individuality there is the 
sense of Eventfulness, and of being just a cell in the 
organism which the Event ensouls. 

The battle rages, and as the mind-creations of man 
wreak the horrors created in them by human will. 
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thousands upon thousands of human beings are liter¬ 
ally exploded over the frontiers of death ! 

Fine young men, or maybe oldish men British, 
French. Belgians. Germans—grim, tense, obscure, in 
solid, driving embodiments of cold, relentless purpose. 

All terribly alive on this side of death, even though 
freely surrendering their individual lives to that com¬ 
mon life which they know alone can conquer. 

Moving, Moving, Moving 

Terribly alive, deadened though they be by the 
sounds of hell let loose upon them, into them, over 
them, through them, on all sides of them. 

Only here and there is there a thought other than 
of moving with others, of moving, moving, moving. 
Forwards relentlessly. Rearwards doggedly. 

And then, all of a sudden, with or without warning, 
a crash of consciousness, of hundreds of conscious¬ 
nesses : a stab, or a hundred stabs, of the lightning 
of life, shatter into blackness a life, a hundred lives, it 
may be many hundreds. 
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Death ! 

Not the death the world in general knows, not the 
friend who smooths the way for the change that is 
Life more abundant, not the death we so ungratefully 
fear, not the kindly, gentle, releaseful death. Not 
such a death, but a death that gives no time for 
dying, a death that is a flash of lightning, an instan¬ 
taneous cataclysm, obliteration. 

The Supreme Sacrifice 

Such a death brings with it the gift of immediate, 
merciful oblivion. Those who once were part and 
parcel of the machine of war have dropped out of 
the machinery. Yet neither are they elsewhere. It is 
as if they were documents taken out of the active 
files and placed in a pending file. They are waiting, 
and as they wait, memory is released from its 
functions 

Be they who they may. Germans or British or 
French or others, they have made the supreme sacri¬ 
fice. and the titanic setting of it has endowed it with 
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holiness. It is a sacred circumstance on the pathway 
of their growth. 

In the case of the soldiers in the Allied Armies, 
there is deep truth in the words : “ They have be* 
come young Christs, crucified to their measure, and 
perchance beyond, even as the Christ was crucified 
to the measure of the whole world. Such words 
may not be used of the German soldiers, for though 
they too offered the supreme sacrifice, the cause of 
Germany is evil, and woe must come to all who further it. 

A Merciful Enfoldment 

For all must there be the passage of a little time 
ere the transition can be made from the hell they 
have endured to such heaven as may open wide 
before them—to each the heaven that shall be to 
him most heavenly. 

First, the shattering of consciousness and the break¬ 
ing of the bonds that tie to earth. 

Then a merciful enfoldment in the oblivion of an 
interspace. They sleep, but dream not. 
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And while they sleep, round about them wait in 
tenderness the Bringers of Good News, the helpers 
who. recruited both from the “living and the 
*• dead ”—who are which?, are the appointed 
friends for those who have newly passed from earth. 

The Opened Gates of Life 

At last sleep stirs into the new wakefulness An¬ 
other lightning stab of life, and that which had been 
broken into pieces on the Wheel of Eternal Adjust¬ 
ment. broken into pieces on this side of those Gates 
of Change which we call Death, streams through the 
Gates opened for its passage, slowly becoming whole 
again on the other side, but with a wholeness not yet 
released from the impress of the horrors endured but 
a brief while ago. 

Deadness, Oblivion, Awakening in dazed wonder, 
marked with the scars of sacrifice. " Where am I ? " 
*’ What am I?” "AM I? 

And then the last rumblings of the thunder of the 
crashing on the other side of the Valley send through 
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the awakening consciousness a wave of shuddering 
horror- -but for the last time. 

Around the awakening hero—he has been weighed 
in the balance and has not been found wanting 
draw close the watching Bnngers of Good News. 
Messengers of the ceaseless Love of God 

They need use no words, though ringing words 
may be spoken if these may help. 

They have but to speak with the silences of their 
eyes, those glowing silences which are alive with all 
that can be most heartening, reassuring, comforting 
So does the awakener know that there is no death 
that quenches Life. Life is the Master of Death. **l 
live! 

The Magic Call 

But is there a death that can shatter Love ? 

*• Where are my loved ones ? *' 

In a flash comes the answer. Through a magic 
these loved ones, awake or asleep. " alive or 
“ dead, hear the call, and travel to the beloved in 
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the vehicles of their consciousness, as one might travel 
in ship or railway tram to visit a far-away relative or 
friend. But no time is taken. They have no need 
to take it. On the wings of their eternal love they 
outstrip the fastest time. 

And then the ecstasy of reunion (Alas ! so rarely 
remembered on this side), while the Bringers of Good 
News stand back awhile in reverence and joy to 
delight in a sight than which there could be none 
more glorious. 

“ O Death, where is thy sting ? 

*• O Grave, where is thy victory ? 

••But thanks be to God. which giveth us the 
victory 

the victory of love over Death. 

Cast off is the image-memory of the horror. The 
scars are gone. Assumed is a living garb of Light. A 
hell is over, though there may still be tests and trials 
ere the way is at last won into the splendid Heaven 
of Re-creation. Thankful delight there is that the 
sacrifice is greatly over, and that because of it a still 
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nobler way opens for the treading of feet thus 
sanctified. And delight still more thankful that even 
though the path of true love does not always run 
smooth or even straight, yet does it run unbroken, 
and. above all. unending. 

Indeed have the Bringers of Good News brought 
good news. At last, no longer dazed, but 
awake, alive, ecstatic—how literally true is this 
word—in the demonstrated certainty that Love 
knows no parting, even though it knows change 
for its purifying and strengthening, the happy 
adventurer into a vista of new delights cries out 
aloud: 

" The glories of my new life are worth even 
the price of that hell in the inferno of 
earth." 

Pace to Face! 

Still, however, is there need for assurance that the 
nnighty Figures are real who adorn the faith to which 
the newly-awakened one belonged. 
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The Christ, the Saints, the Virgin Mary, the Apostles 
—are they real ? Are there Angels 7 

For the Hindu—are his reverenced objects of 
devotion real ? 

For the Muslim—are the Lord Muhammad and 
His Saints real ? 

For the Buddhist—is the Lord Buddha and His 
Sangha real ? 

How sure he becomes that real indeed they are. 

How he casts himself, streaming with emotional 
exaltation, at Their Blessed Feet, knowing that all he 
could not see with physical eyes, he now sees face to 
face, not even through a glass darkly ! 

How gloriously these Great Ones shine with that 
Supreme Trinity— 

The Fatherhood of Life, 

The Motherhood of Life. 

The Brotherhood of Life. 

And how he rejoices to be cherished, childlike as 
he feels in 

The Childhood of Life. 
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The Heaven of Certainty 

Thus does he know Thus does he experience. 
And if he “died for the Cause of Light, as some 
will say he died who are still on this side of the Gates 
of Change, he knows that neither has he died in vain 
nor is there any dying in vain, even for those who 
have died in the Cause of a Darkness they may or 
may not have known as such. 

He knows he has not died. There is no Death. He 
has but changed. He knows he has lost naught, but has 
gained blessings he could never have known on 
earth. 

And in the Heaven of Re-creation he will see with 
the eyes of the spirit that Self-conscious Divinity 
which i& God’s gift to him of Himself. So will he 
return to earth with this Heaven of Certainty round 
about him to further him mightily on his way Alas, 
that our poor ignorance suffers the prison-bars of 
doubt, of fear, of despair, to close about him as in a 
new birth he steps upon a yet higher rung of the 
ladder of his destiny. 


12 



The Prison-Bars Shattered 

Nonetheless, as in this supreme sacrifice of his life 
on earth he broke in triumph a host of prison bars, 
so shall these be broken again and again until they 
shall exist no more. The heroes of the world have 
broken them The saints of the world have broken 
them. The martyrs of the world have broken them. 
The Saviours of the world have broken them not only 
for Themselves, but have broken many a prison-bar 
for the whole world. 

As men we may be bound. But as Gods we shall 
be free. 

Life s Supreme Adventure 

So did death and life come to these soldiers of 
many Motherlands. Death came to give life more 
abundant, with not the loss of one single jewel-joy of 
•ving. Death came not just as a Friend, as it would 
come to most in the ordinary course of its ministra¬ 
tions. but as a King to kingly ones, as a Victor to 
one who also knows how to conquer. 
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Dulce et decorum est pro patria mori ! But more 
is such a death than this. It is the end and the 
beginning of one of Life’s Supreme and Triumphant 
Adventures 

• • • 

And some of these awakened and joyous ones, 
eager for rest, will surely have their rest awhile. They 
will be rocked in the cradle of the Deep Sounds of 
God s Eternal Being and in the Deep Colours of His 
Eternal Forms. 

But others, restless, will enrol themselves “ for the 
duration —and even their Heavens must wait— 
among the Bringers of Good News, actively on the 
fields of battle and in all other places where there is 
distress, to succour affliction, to help as they them¬ 
selves have been helped, and to help to save the 
world for Freedom, Peace. Happiness, Justice, for the 
Love and Light of God, and from age-long servitude 
to the Devil and his darkness. 

It is. of course, a sine qua non for membership of 
The Bringers of Good News that they should have no 
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personal or other prejudices, no imprisonment within 
any particular faith or nationality or opinion. They 
must be, and be able to be. all things to all who 
arrive on the other side of death. They must give to 
each all he needs, all that will help him most, where 
he is. in the condition in which he has come over, 
according to the type of life he lived on earth. 

And in order to do this a Brmger of Good News 
must have positive and practical reverence for every 
faith, every nation, every honest opinion. He will of 
course, have his own beliefs ; but he will never allow 
these to interpose obscurations between himself and 
the individual whom we may call his *' patient. A 
Bringer of Good News must know with all certainty 
that Truth is everywhere, for Truth is Life, and that 
each living creature has his Truth which he cherishes, 
to be acknowledged and reverenced as he brings it 
with him from one side of death to the other. 
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